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LITERARY EXAMINER, 2 o
womnen, are meek of heart,
— full of pﬁ;nmd charity, of good-will meni-
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The path which reaches Heaven. It is true that Mme, Recamier was gift-
O snd gentle friend whose smile |©d with a corporesl grace. which is not to
TERET "  faswet atl desenet

Has'loft ® with the flowars. Epnu!:n This was m“u:mm
No paling of the chesk of bloom when bowed by wuge, mov

:’M-ﬂdﬂ‘, about with hmmmﬂﬁ.‘?
u.mmu-l-fw. the blid, this did not fomake her.

Fell round our sister's way. wes @ and suavity in all h‘H'
The light of her lifo went down |WOvements that excited admiralion, even
Tt o Sy 1 i prkabl e mpeiom she

. Vo=, on me was stronger and more beautiful in
As pure and aweet hor fair brow seemed— | ber 8ge anc darkuess, than it would have

~And m.&.:maih her voice— l:;,h::a!.;m 'mlgi; éhhtwml'
orar = triym r s

" wiich could 2t It is certain that those who had known her

Aud half we deemed she heeded not in the plenitude of her never forsook

The
To

ﬂl’ll‘.‘blt
to Heaven a shining one

e
ho walked an angel here.

The blessiag of her quiet tife
Fsll on us like the dew;
And good thoughts where her footsteps

ressod
Lir. fairy blossowms grow.

Sweel promplings unto kindest deads
Were is her very look:

Weo read her face a8 one who reads
A true nnd holy book:

The pleasare of a blessed hymn
To whieh our hearts could move,
The breathing of an inward psalmn,
A canticie of love.

We miss her in the piace of pra
And byﬂnbunhin’n!' .,"
We pause beside her door to

Ouce more her sweet “Good night.”

There seems a shadow in the day

Her smile no | cheers,
A dimpess on the stars of might

Like eyes that look through tears

AI,-. unte our Father's will
Uur thought hath reconciled;
That He whose love exceedeth ours
Hath taken home hischild.

Fold her, oh Father! in thine arms
And let her henceforth be

A messsnger of love between
Our buman hearts, and thee.

Still let her mild rebuking stand
Betweon us and the wrong,
And her dear serve Lo make
Our faith in goodaess strong.
And graat thatshe who trembling hore
Distrusted all her powers,
Msy welcome (o her holier home
be well beloved of ours.
o
From Prases’s Magazine.
Mudame BRecnmijer.

T_be _position occapied by Madame Re-
cemier in French Society, and the influence
which she exercised over it, entitle her to
be consideced as one of the most remarka-

ble persons of our age.  A( the same time,

to those who did not enjoy the iness of

ber acquaintance, the secret of infla.
ence of which we spesk, and 10 which
there has been nothing equal in recent
times, must, unless the caose of it be ex-
plained, remsin io mystery. I have so fre.
quently been asked by her and
my own, in what the fascination of Mad.
eme Recamier consisted—how it was that
afier the loss of fortune, youth, and beau.
ty, she still retained sn uestioned and
unequalled empire over men's minds—that

the F:ohlew. For society, and above ull
the female part of i, bas no slight interest

in the wmaner.

My first impression and wy latest con-
viction with regard (0 Mme. Recamier were
the same; they fumished me with one in-
variable answer o all the questions | have
been asked about her. It was the atmos-

of benignity which seemed 0 exhale

ke a delicate perfume from her whole per.
son, that prolonged the fascination of her
beauty. It was her heart rathec than her
head, that inspired her with the faculty of

animating, guding, harmonizing, the socie. | deepl

ty over which she presided, with s quiet
resistiess  power, the secret of which was
with hersell. Mme. Recamier was by no
means o talker, nor was | ever struck by
her talents or scquirements. She seldom
said moch; and it was only on an attentive
study the! one perceived how much of the
charm and value of the conversation was
due W her geatle influence, never asserted
yet plways felt. It would be a mistake,
nay, a disparagement, to imagine that she
sttracted round her such a circle of distin-
guished men by the brilliancy of her con-
versation. It was the ineflable charm of
ihe lwaumd-md kindliest of the
strongest desre to give pleasure, o avert
pain, o avoid offence, to render her society
agreeable and soothing to all its members,
w enable everybody 0 present himself in
the most favorable light;—it was the suavi.
ty, the refined bumanity of her nature, that
grace to all her acts and es;
rendered her beauty irresisible in

werful in age.
is not, therefore, the sermon so ofien

' _.ful.h, and the charm of her manner scarce-
e
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over the grave of beauty—that it
probable—that we would
fain pour into fair and youthful ears.—
Those who cannot see that most obvious
and salient of truths, and upon whom the
are far beyond the reach of words. Nei-

7

I venture lo siempt some explanation of

{
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com ly extinguished,
; huyhuhh was extremely
delicate, and, ss the afterwards told me

with her e swile, she did nol care w0
come only to look at the ouce

have !
besutiful Mme. Recamier. 1 had, there.

fore, not the smallest hope of seeing a per.
son concerning whow [ felt »o much cun-
osity and interest, and it was with equal
surprise and pleasare that | the
kind permission of her niece, Mume. Le-
pormant, 1o accom her one evening to
the Abbaye sux Bois. From that time |
became as frequent a visitor as all the ob-
stacles interposed by great distance, health,
weathes, and occupation, would allow me.

For a ume before ber death (suys
Mme. Lenormant) she had ceased to make
visits, but her salon was open every day
before and ailer dinner, Before dinner
(from three to six) was particularly devoted
10 M. de Chatesubriand, Every day, with-
out fail, he came &t three, and did not go
till six. During the last two years, his
velet de chamire and aaother servant
brought him into the room in his arm-
chair.

M. de Chateaubriand hed entirely lost
the use of his legs. When I first saw him
his very elegant head wore no appearance
of illness; he wes still a singularly hand.
some old man, but it was evident that he
suffered morally as well as physically from
an infirmity which exhibited him in so
belpless a state. Even then, M. de Cha-
tesubriand spoke little, and ofien appeared
0 take litle pert in the conversation. He
spoke Lo me occasionally of England; and
m a foreboding tone. He did not like the
reform-bill; he augured no good (rom free
trade agitaton, sud seemed to fear that we
were on a declivity. Considering the state
of his health and spirits, and the nature of
his political opinions, this was to be expeci-
ed. His appearance and manner were
those of the most porfect breeding and cour-
tesy. M. de Chateaubriand was the prin-
cipal person in the group which formed i
seli round Mme. Recamier, and the object
of the utmost respect and avention. Toere
was something imposing in his silence and
in his high-bred air, which well fitted him
for the place he filled.

Those (says Mme. Lenormant) who
have seen them during the last two years,
who have scen Mme. Recamier, blind, but
retaining the sweetness and brilliancy of
her eyes, surrounding the iilostrious friend
whose age had extinguished his memory,
with cares so delicate, so tender, so wateh.
ful, bave seen ber joy when she helped
him (o snaich & momentary distraction [iow
the conversation which passed around hiw,
by leading it 10 subjects connected witn
that remoter past which sull lingered in his
memnory—those will never forget
the scene; for they could nol help being
y affected with pity and at the
sight of that noble beauty, brilliancy snd
genius. bending benesth the weight ol age,
and sheltered with such ingenious tender-
ness by the sacred friendship of a woman
who forgot her own infirmities in the on.
deavor 10 lighten his.

Mme. Lenormaat is right in saying that
it is impossible to forget this wuching scene.
How dstinctly is she now belore me, as
she seized my hand, on one of my lalost
visits 10 the Abbaye sux Bois, and sid
rapidly in ber sweet low voice, “Do not
to him; talk across him!” At that
time he had sunk into almost unbroken si-
lence, but she never gave up the chance
that conversation might afford him & meo.
mentary amusement.

It is characteristic of Mme. Recamier's
onselfish nature, that after the operation for
cataract had proved unsu ul, and she
bad to resign herself to hopeiess darkness,
she remarked that an infirmity which was
inconvenient only to hersell was the one
which she could the most easily submit to.
I remember on one occesion when | called
on her, and she fancied that she had neglec-
ted some act of courtesy, she said, with her
sweet smile, and as if excusing herself,
“Jl est 21 incommode d'etre aveugle.” As
if the chiel value of sight was the power it
gives of mimstering 0 the pleasure of oth.
ers!

Next on the list of those who daily as-

And again, at a later age, he fyes:

more apé

more probable, I shall
the phi of the
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constancy of the French in Friendship.—
How the vulgar notion of the instability of
French friendship arose, I cannot guess.—

-| Nobody can have lived among them with-

out seeing instances of devotedness to which
we can offer no parallel. If it be thought
that I am exaggerating, let anybody show
me here in England an example of a wo.
wan who bas neither youth nor beauly,
fortune, nor what is called connection, liv-
ing in a most remoie and iaconvenient spol,
and going nowhere, whose modest salon
is the daily resort of five or six smong the
most eminent men in the country, the
frequent resoit of a great number of distin.
guished men and women.

And Mme. Recamier, however supreme,
was far from being slone in this respect.-—
1 could mention other houses in Paris whore
a faithiul band assembled, with nearly equal
punctuslity around the friend of many
years. Were it permitted to speak of onv's
self, my own experience would suffice to
prove the steadiness, warmih, aud devoted-
ness of French friendship; but | shall have
anotber example of it to cite among the
[riends of Mme. Recamier.

In the month of June, 1547, M. Bal-
lanehe, whose health was very wnfirm, was
attacked with inflammation of the lungs.
During the eight days his illness lasted, his
sweelness and serenity never abandoned
him for an instant, and at last he experi.
enced the great joy of seeing her who was
the life of his heart take her seat, suffering
and blind, by his bedside, which she did
not quit, ull, with the calmness of a sage
and the resignation of a saint, he fell asleep,
as he bad said, “in the bosom of a great
m ‘DQ
[ shall never forget the sort ol consiar-
nation, mingled with sorrow which this
death caused. Everybody felt regret for so
pure and excellent a man, but yet more of
grief and pity for Mme. Recamier, whose
loss was lelt to be overwhelming and en-
tirely irreparable. | had happened 1o henr
that M. Ampere, whom | knew (o have
been for some time suffering from the effects
of his dangerous illnees in Egypt, was go.
ing o recruit his shattered bealth in the
Pyrenees. He was to accompany M.
Cousin, end the day of their departure was
fixed. ‘I'wo or three days after the death
of M. Ballanche I weut to the Abbaye
aux Bois 10 inquire for Mme. Recamier.—--
M. Arpere, who had instantly taken, as far
as it was possible, the place of bis venerabls
aud lamented liiend, came oul (o apval. 1
me, After talking of her and her unut.
terable loss, | said, “And you! You will
be obliged (o give up your jovrney."—
“Oh,” said he, *J¢ n'y pensais plus,”—
The demands and perils of his own healsh
were uiterly forgotten, M. Ampere has, |
am sure, totally forgotten our conversation,
but I do not forget the effect it produced o
me.
I should gladly digress a little 10 quote
the beeutiful speech which M. de Tocave-
ville, in the name of the Academie, pro.
nounced over the grave of M. Ballanche;
or the eloquent address to the departed of
his fellow-townsman, M. de la Prade.—
A few words of the latter 1 cannot besr to
omit:

There was in your mind, in its serenity,
its charming smmplicity, its tenderness,
something more than is found in the wisest
and the best. Your virtue was of a divine
nature; it was at once a prolonged inno.
cence and an scquired wisdom. In you,
learned old age had retained the purity and
the candor which in others does not out.
live infancy. Serene and radiant as your
soul mey now be in the meansions of peace,
we can haudly conceive of it as more lov.
ing and more pure than we beheld it on
this earth of impurity and strife.

Such was the friend who was taken from
Mme. Recamier, when age and infirmity
had made him most necessary to her, No
wonder that she pever recovered from the
shock. ‘The last interview 1 had with her
has left on my mind a picture which no
length of years will efface, The servant
who came 10 the door told me he did not
think Mme. Recamier could see me; she
kad oue of her attacks in the throat, and
had completely lost her voice—~but he
would inquire. I said, I did not expect to
be received; I wanted to know how she
was, Hereturned, saying Mme, Recamier
wished to see me. It was early—before

If my name survives me, which appears |the preoccupation of all
- be calied | than the small

loved for the tender and symputhizing friend-
ship which she awarded with an exquisite

“[tact and discrimination of beart; beloved
by young and old, sowall and great; by wo- | 1NES-

men; even women, 50 fastidious where other
women are concerned—beloved always and
by all from her cradle to her grave—such
was the lot, such will be the renown, of
this charming woman! What other glory
is 50 enviable!
Mme. Recamier had a quality which,
perhaps, more even than her winning kind-
ness, aitracted and attached men to her.—
“Elle etoit le genie de la confiance,” said
one of the noblest and most eminent of her
living countrymen. All who were admit-
ted 10 ber intimacy hastened o her with
their joys and their sorrows, their projects
and ideas; certain not only of secrecy snd
discretion, but of the warmest and readiest
sympathy. If a man had the ebauche of a
book, a speech, a pictare, an enterprise in
his head, it was (o her that he unfolded his
helf-formed plan, sure of an attentive snd
sympathizing listener. This is one of the
peculiar functions of women. It is incal-
culable what comfort and encouragement
a kind and wise wownan way give (0 timid
merit, what support to uncertain virtue,
what wings to noble aspirations,
- - L - - L

I cannot conclude this long outpouring
of recollections without some mention of
another Frenchwoman, the sublime type of
a wholly different nature, with whom Mme.
Recamier was brought into contact near the
close of her life, It was, | think, in the
summer of 1845 that Mme. Recamier visit-
ed her niece, then staying at Bellevue,
where M. Guizot's family bed a house. —
There she saw his most noble, venerable,
and sointly mother, whose commanding in.
telligence, fervent piety, and devotion to
her son and his family, evidently leflta
strong impression on her mind, She knew
that 1 enjoyed the singula:r happiness (one
of the greatest of my life) of frequent in-
tercourse with a family, the least distinc-
tion of which was the station and power of
it; and she never failed to ask me with pe.
culiar interest for Madame Guizot. | nev.

markable women without intense interest.
How different their youth! how widely sev-
ered their paths through life! With what
feelings did the once adored beauty, the
aarling of society, contemplate the saintly
and beroic widow who, at tweaty.six, when
the husband of her youth had fallen on the
revolutionary scaffold, cut off her long and
beautiful heir, and put on the small close
cap which she never laid aside, sought ref.
uge with ber two boys in Geneva, and, w
the hour of her death, lived devoted to God
and her children!

But the same path is not marked out for
all. Mme. Recamier's was one of diffusive
benevolence, and she walked in it faithfally
to the end. She was not called to the ex-
ercise of waternal affections and maternal
duties. The tenderness and heroism of her
nature found a vent in universal kindness
and devoted friendship.

It was at the same time and place that
M. de Chateaubriand and Mune. Gaizot
met for the first and only time in their lives.
He called vpon the veneruble lady, for
whow he always afierwards expressed the
greatest admiration and reverence. What
& singular meeting' Like that of two
mariners shipwrecked by the same storm,
whom fate has led, after long wanderings,
to the same resting-place.

From Barrt's Christian Citizen,
Norweginn mong,
The stately pine of Norway,
Tree of the mountain land,
Firm rooted on the wind-swept height,
How proudly does it stand!
The snoWs and rushing tempests come,
Aud the foaming torrents shine,
And the dim mists gather round the home
Ot Norway's stately pine—
Thin tree that braves a thousand storms,
Old Norway's stately pine!

Wa envy not the roses
Of the climes where summer reigns,
Nor thechesnut woods that greenly wave
n the distant southern plains.
Waenvy not the orange bowers,
Nor pulTIc clustering vine;
For the tree of the chan leaf is ours,
Old Norway's stately pine;
The tree that braves a thousand stormes,
Old Norway's stately pine.

How many a strange wild legend
Round the nt’s hearth is told,

When all is brightand warm within,
An the winds without are cold.

And in the woodfire's cheerful rays
Young eyes of gladuess shine;

What is it feeds that evening blaze?
"Tin Norway's stately pine:

er think of the meeting of these two re- |P*

Alas! that father’s voice was hush.
ed in death; and his child kept his post till
he sunk in -the whelming flame. Ub! no
ble child! thou teachest us firmly tougnd in
word of providence

| know what buman nerves and
sinews and feelings are. When the sharp
sword enters the very bosom, the iron enters
the very soul—1 see what must follow. |
see the uplified hands, the writhed brow,
the written agony in the eye. But God's
mercy, which “lempers the blast w0 the
shorn lamb,"” does not suffer these w0 be
the ordinary and permanen: forms of afflic-
tion. No, thou sittest down in thy sill
chamber, and sod memories come there, or
it may be, strange trials gather under thy
brooding thought. Thou art to die; or thy
friend must die; or worse still, thy friend is
faithless. Or thuu sayest that coming lite
is dark and desolate, And now as thou
sittest there, I will 0 thee; and 1
say h sighs will burst from thy
almost broken heart, yet when they come
back in echoes from the silent wulls, let
them teach thee. Let them tell thee that
God wills not thy destruction, thy sufering
for its owan sake—wills thee not—cannot
will thee, any evil; how could that thought
come from tke bosom of infinite love! No,
let thy sorrows tell thee, that God wills thy
repentance, thy virtue, thy hap?inen. thy
preparation for infinite happiness! Let that

t spread holy light through thy dark.
ened chamber. Thet which is against thee,
is not 8s that which is for thee. Calamity,
a dark speck in thy sky, seemeth to be
against thee; but God's goodness, the il
embracing light and power of the universe.
forever lives, and shines around thee and
for thee.

“*Evil and good, before him stand

Their mission to perform.’’

The nml of gladness is there; but the

angel of affliciion is there too—and both

alike for good.
visit us as ofien as is good for us'—I pray
for it. But that angel of sffliction! what
shall we say toit? Shall we not say—
“come thou too, when our Father willeth—
come thou, when need is—with saddened
brow and pitying eye, come; and take us on
thy wings, and bear us up to hope, to hap-
iness, 10 heaven—10 that presence where
is fullness of joys—to that right band, where
are pleasures for evermore!

There i» one further thought which 1
must not fail to submit o you, on this sub-
ject, before 1 leave it. The greatness of
our sufferings, points 10 a correspondent
frul.nau in the end to be gained. When

see what men are suffering around me, 1
cannot help faeling that it was meant not
only, that thay should be far better than
they are, but (ar better than they often think
of being, Tae end must rise higher and
brighter before us, belore we can look
through this dark cloud of human calami.
ty. The struggle, the wounds, the carnage
and desolation of a battle, would overwhelm
me with horror, il it were not fought for
freedom, for the fire-side—to protect infan
cy from ruthless butchery, and the purity of
our homes from brutal wrong. So is the
battle of this life, a bewildering maze of
wisery and despair, till we see the high
prize that is set before it, You would not
send your son (o travel through a barren
and desolate wilderness, or to make a long
and tedious voyage to an unhealthy clime,
but for some great object: say, to make o
fortune thereby. And any way, it seems to
your parental affection, a strange and al-
most cruel proceeding. Nor would the
merciful Father of life, have sent his earth-
ly children 10 struggle through all the sor.
rows, the pains and perils of this world,
but to attain 1o the grandeur of a moral
fortune, worth all the strife and endurance.
No, all this is not ordsined in vain, nor in
reckless indifference 10 what we suffer, but
for an end, for a high end, for an end high-
er than we think for. Troubles, disap.
pointments, afllictions, sorrows, press us on
every side, that we may rise upward, up.
ward, ever upward. And believe we, in
thus rising upward, you shall find the very
names that you give to calamity, vally
chenging. Misery, stricily ing and
in its full meaning, does not belong 10 a
good mind. Misery shall pass into suffer.
ing, and suffering into discipline, and dis.
cipline into virtue, and virtue into heaven.
So let it with you. Bend now pati.
ently meekly, in that lowly *‘worshi
of aomur.'.’ till in God's time, it become
the worship of joy—of proportionably
higher joy—in that world where there shall
be no more sorrow nor pain nor crying—
where all tears shall be wiped fiom your
eycs—where beamings of heaven iy your

- | prayess!”

May the angel of gladaess

P| Finnish name for God, both in

mﬁu-ﬂhuud samier i,
literally poured from her eyes.

Another ! e
Olacirdo, whatase you thinking sboat
all she time you am at Ay -

.-wmiﬁ-.- said she again, 1sising
her head—*-anythi ing- -la_d -
look about when 1 was a chi amuse
mysell as well as | could, and now | think
sbout—that is all the difference.”
w\Well, that is just what I do. It isvery
strange that we bave peither of us thought
more about it. Do you ever say your
.-hi.'-‘d he, I'n,’w’.—
ms.u
I mever was (sught any prayers, 'lﬂ::
by my old Nurse, when | was a h
thing—1 used 10 say, “Pray, God, bless
Paps and Mamms, and make me a good
sur 1 left itoff when | left the nursery,
and had wo one o bid me kneel down.—
Brother, il there be a God!"”

—«My childen,” said the old msn,
soitly opening the door, “how are you both,
and what was that you said last, my pret-
ty lady, Clesinda? If there be! To be
sure there is. Have | not shown him to you
in the flowers! My children, comfort your
poor hearts.—There is a God—a father 10
the fatherless, a—"

“Then he shall be my God," faltered the
boy.

?'—-.‘\nd will he raise the dead!”

«We shall not all ila:r. but we shall all
be changed, in the twinkling of an eye, at
the last trump; for the trumpet shall sound;
and the dead shall be raised; and this cor
ruption shall put on incorruption; and this
mortal immortality” —replied the old man—
“But wherefore, now, my children! Sore
Iy, this is pot the first time you bave asked
of yourselves these things!™

«Nay,"” said the boy, “you know, sir,
how it is with us. We are 100 poor, ignor-
ant, ill.educated beings, wandering about
on this sarth—coming, we know not from
whence—going, we know not whither. —
We aretwo :g'or. desolate orphan children.
We were content to wander together, but
now we both believe that we must
And she would know what will become of
we when | am dead; and | would know
what will become of her when, like a poor
little withered leal, she is left to be blown
about the world. If there be a father to
the fatherless, why have we never been told
of him!"

“It would have been a great comfost,”
said the girl. .

~—“1 should have asked him a great
many things, if | thought be would have
heaid me.”

*Ask, thew, for he will hear you.”

—“And grant my prayens’” sad she,
douhtu:sly .

“Or do better,” said the old man.

“| understand you,” said she, sinking
down again.

“What | would ask is Aus lile,” repeated
she 0 herseli; “poor, unha boy' and
will he not be better with his Father’ No,
| will not ask that—but | will ask Him
w pity me, when he takes him to himself,
and to take the poor little Claranda howe
The good and simple old man now re-
sumed his favorite subject. He lalked of
creation, and s beauties, and its excellen-
ces, and long he pursued the lovely theme,
consoling the heaits of these y NG -
ers; and then he feiched his ‘:::E 't?ll.'k
Bible, and he read of life and inmontality,
and the touching words of the tender and
pitying Lord Jesus; and he laid these two
rembling children at their Savior's feet.

Fredrika Bremer.

BY MARY HOWITT.

Ol herself, Fredrika Bremer says.
. “If it should so happen that, as regacds
me, any one should wish to cast a kind
glance behind the curtsin which conceals
a somewhat uneventful life, be may dis-
cover thai I was born on the banks of the
Aurn, a viver which flows through Abo, and
that several of the venerable and learned
men of the university were even my god.
fathers. At the age of threesl was remov.
ed, with wy family, from my native coun-
try of Finland. Of this part of my life, |
have only rewained one single memory.—
This memory is a word, a mighty name,
which, in the depths of Paganism, was

wounced by the Finnish people with

and love; and is sull so pronounced in
these days, al by Christiani-
ty. Istill fancy that | often besr this
word spoken aloud over the trembling earth
by the thunder of Thor, or by the gentle
winds which bring 0 it refreshment and
consolstion. That word is, Jumale; the

Pagan and
Christian limes.
“If any oue kindly follows me from Fin-
land into Sweden, where my father pur-

chased an estate alter he had sold his prop-
erty in Finland, 1 would not trouble him 1o

ed? [sshea beioise! Hasshe
nous in beauty, ot remown! No; ne
this kind. ‘The dlesons of youth are
the season of youth is over. And yet
is again young; fur there is freedom &
depth of ber soul, and “let there be I
has been spoken above us dark ch
che light has penetroted the darke
illununed the nigh:, whilst, wih
fised wpon that light, she bhas excl
with tears of joy, *“ Death, whese
siing! Grave, where is thy victory™
any & grave mnce then has been ¢
ed W receive Liose whouw she enderly Jo
many 8 paug has been felt since then b
the heart throbs joyfully, and the duk ught
is over. Yes, itis over; but not ibe irud
which it has borne; for there are certaie
fowers which fist unlold in the dark nes:
80 is it also in the u idhishl hours of Zrest
suffecing, the buman soul Uptls imell 1o
the light of the eternal stars,

“M" it be desired 10 hear anythiog of my
writings, it may be sad that they begug
the eighth year of my age, when | ap i
ph.i the moon in French verses, aud (hat
during the greater part of my youth | con
unued 0 write in the same sublime s 14
| wrote under the impulse of restless yous.
ful feelings—I wrote in order 0 wite. AL
terwards, | seized the pen under anoihe
motive, and wrote—that which | had resd.

“At the presen. time, when | siand o
the verge of the nutumn of my lie, | wil
see the same objers which surrounded e
in the early days of my spring, and | s
happy as still 10 possess, out of many den
ones, a beloved wother and sister. Th
mountains which suround our dwelin.
s0d upon which Gustaius Adolphus sser
bied bis woops, balore he went a & dei s
erer W0 Germany, appear 0 me Lol lew
beautiful than they were in the days o w)
childhood, they have increased o nwiow
for | am vow beuer acquanted wib e
grasses and their tlowers.

Fredrika Bremer's works are 10
Neighbors; The Home; The H. Famls
Strife and Peace; The Presdent’s Daoct
ter: Nina; The Diary; In Delecarlia. Bioh
ers and Sisters; The Miduight Sun; ween
er with smaller tales, and & consderat.«
number of (racts and papers, publisbed o
various Lmes in the Swedish journals. Al
these works | have, with the assistsnce o
my husband, trans ated.

Froum (e Bougous Wage v
Te ™ Young Americs.
tim, bravely on, young ploneers
With God be uot afrad’
Wield in the name and streagth of (o
The spirit's trenchant biade!
Cut down—cut up the chappar!
OF error and of sin,
Awd let the noosdey light of trath
And righteousness shine in

The powon-trec slill stauds— the axs
Is leaning at (i fowi—

Take up—swing high the shiuing steel
And smite it to the Toot

How 'tis, the woodpeckers
Have wid aslcog age:

Now lel the woolcutlers come Lu,
And lay the spas low

I days refase 10 speak, and voars
Their wisdom dare mot tell,

Then let the young man speak the truid
The old man k 3ows tos well,

Bat meck ness joiu with manlivess,
And rais go hand i hand

With godliness, for thal alone
Which God halh blessed shall stanc

Be firm and fearisss, but be calm
Be humble—so¢ be stroug—

For, ob, it is & giant werk
To fight with sin and wroag

He nt—God hath waitsd long
For faithiess, foarfel man -

And man must wait for God, sod sull
Work out his Holy plas’

Then for the right, brave pionsen,
Make struight & pathway 1 rough-
Prove all things—-smite the faise and dase.
Hold fast the grodand true
The hwy trank of faisehood -m.t=s
Smite and be not afrad,
Bul let ne trus thing's fife blo
Distain thy shinisg biade
| Ml .
Reasons ror Leamiixe 1o Sisa—The
celebrated William B]lti. the auther
“Non nobis Domine,” gave the lollowiog
very forible reasons for learning © sing. 0
a scarce work, published 0 1398, ot el
“Psalms, sonnets, anc song of sadness and
. - -

s

“First—It is a koowledge easly taug
and quickly learned, where there s 3 gucd
master and apt scholar _
“Secondly—The erercise of singing =
delightful 0 nature, and good o preserve
the health of man.
“Thirdly—It doth strengthen all pucs
of the heart, and dota open the pipes.
“Fourthly—It is a singular good remede
for a stuttering and stemuuering n ©e
b
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ther are we st all inclined to assert the |smabled about Mme. Recamier, was the|three—and she was alope. Sh it- Th that bra enance, shall 2 ¢ ietempeny me r‘:"" childbood 0 youth,| * «Fifihl — It is the best means to presers®
well.worn falsehood, #o ofien told by the | venerable and amisble Ballenche—tbat in-| ting with her haods folded on haral:;:,.:;d oy ot e B psarsars gt .1.."3.‘:..‘:;5.‘“::, by com- | with the inward elomentary chaos, and the |a m‘ymm - e
very men whose whole life belies it, that le friend, who from the moment | her feet resting on the ledge of a low chair Upon the wave-rocked Eoty T g ——, uninteresting, and orator.

beauty is of no value. Beauty, like any |be beheld her devoted bis life to her. No-|before lier, in an attitude of utter though !l.:nﬁm.::r ..u..m picture of a f'ﬂ.ll?. which every autmn vSixthly—It is the only way to know
other power, is one of the great gifts of|body who knew M. Ballenche can forget | ranquil memory. On that chair ] seated Boldly, in his adventurous toll, Have we u Father Thoret removed, in_their covered mw when nature bhath bestowed & good voic%
God, who has so constituted mmf.’;" he | him, or can remember any one like him.— | myself, and, tsking her hand, kissed it.— To Sehas plies hin gar. “Clarinda—do you think we shall lic their estate in the country (o their in | which gift is s0 rare that there is nol v0e
is, and ever muomnt be, its subject, often its l'h rnl:ull all_om'- conception of the | She attempted to speak, but could not, and wm&;,.‘:&??w?;r*' again . . . after "emdud?:. live mf"l’;}di 'ﬂd_mmﬂ-‘hi‘buh among a thousand thit 3aih ii, and 1o macy
slave. l(:‘llhiehigh-tzd_d'n most in. Nm?hgty.#m.mdmvolmlm lmz:’eal.lded herh::;u; try, and offered to go. 1-:::’: mm,m?,mwm,‘. w] don't know,” was um-m““ L :g:i:n ron th::':u;'m“: capital (0 | that excellent gift is kas: because they wio!

toxicati Caristian philosopher. s stately pine; meun ’ SIsts country paltee
nith -I;‘n the y.'::;-: ,,;':ﬁ;:uuu'; more engaging, nothing npr:s .muu. m : :o. fwin:"mm:'daﬁ;aoﬁ:: .:b: Th(; ;E?om"-:‘;'.'..‘.{:::"‘ storms, lo:i‘ m?.l '::u' wod b “as if I hed daughters in the family who m:n .:.. “.‘5'::'& ’_M,-; not any masic of
attained without toil or sacrifice, and held |than his manner. Even hiv ugliness hed it; andso we sat; she, blind and i been alive a very, very short time. 1 ha :‘l"’:- '“‘1 ballads, read novels, drew in |instrume-nts whatever, comparable to i3
without responsibiliy. It is, then, not by | something singulurly sttractive. He inspired | speechless, | at her feet, hardly able t keep The winds make solemn music, lived . . . nndilt.rmnolhins else; mdno‘: inalc|mlI »and looked forward with loug. | which is made of men's voices, when e
decying o deprecining o mighty » i love, conencn, and veupect, i degrs rom (o, butsaing, fom e 10 | gtk g s e e, | o MY 10,6 o daknams and nh 1 o wonsm e, R | 0% b g, s b sume vl s

any can 3 , ! _ |something, whic & ans y & w v "‘8“. ‘.m' 2 " e u- ordered.
nes of ber triumphs, (unknown, perhaps, | Whilst he‘ll engaged in the composi- | sure of the hand. While we were “;:urea- With':.t;l.:l{lp::do‘rmuw '“.i. sound : “Then mmgz;:::;rlkd:.:ﬂl? llllllt,i I muost eonﬁ“-. I always regarded “Eighthly—The better the voice 5. L
to sny but hersell)) will speak louder to | tion of A"'ﬂ:‘f- (says another of the il-|thus, the door was thrown open, and wi l"o?wrnnll:nold ‘:l:.b:m:%. vine, |onid she, with her usual abe . e mysel( as l.bmm. S , meeter it in to hovor and serve God U ere
:,'m mmﬂ-:l:.wm lustrious A d"?"‘:dofﬁ;ﬁl. M. J. J)- :nrdmm:::‘ﬂ. le l:o:uh,u' ﬁ“"&"#'uum! ground, -id:lbim inexpressible in her ac.|it Md(mngnm Ihm:' o.]mb..’i ':‘:L'.' with; 'ﬁ::ohrc;i::‘“mnehuﬁ' t0 be
. Ampere, “"“_ - Ballanche, o ! Chateau % W tree ves a thousend storms, | Cent. Siutins 3 4 e | employed .
But what ma be done, at least | poetry appeared to him under an enchant. | chair, and deposited by her and . OKN s stately «] vhi —— vening, in the great drawing-room of their

where my;:m with tolerable :?ﬁm He hecame acquainted with her, leh:beillu?i:s m'::y le, :}tknotbt::-} Worceste, (Eng) el i g ;:;::-}mh “:m R N Y "':m""'* thet the| MzruonisTs.—This cerm, vow designa
understanding, is to show its high vocation, | of whom he said, that the charm of her pre- | with this scene from the close of two of the station at the foot ’bed.uhnnl'? her| works of the German poets were read, es- a very pumerous body of Chrsuscs,
and its sweet i on social life; so |sence had lnid his sorrows o sleep; who, | most brilliant of lives. Here were Eadurance of Oalamity, a heap of garmemts, crouched do ‘heo | pecially Schiller, whose Don Carlos made in 1792, at the university of Ox
Point to the withered, heartless, and spiteful | after being the soul of his racet {lﬂﬂeﬂundbnuty..ﬁmiwandram. highm With a brave and strong heart should | head, and wu;mw;‘”,:'.w impressioa upon the youthful where John Wesley and his brother
qmmm,mud’hhdmmmmm .ﬁm that men IOVC, M'ﬂ“ msomuiblld"iﬂlﬂwt’. He MMﬂmh hatr B“t“ﬁ'mA OM“'M“TIIIM.MMM“M*- .
own memory, and to her own torment, and | years the providence of every moment of | covet—end to what were they reduced? Of |shall not let it be his master, but rather time she did not lcok through between those| that deeper glance into ber soul will show | with a few of their fellow.students who
then to Mme. Recamier, to that final one, when she | 4]] that Heaven had so lavishly bestowed, [shall he master it—yea, ho shall be as an |erms. Thia time, she hid the very light of | in a heavy reality of sorrow was spread- | were intemded for the muinistry, formed ibe
surrounded with such respectful > her seat by the death-bed of | what remained! what bad the least value | artificer, who taketh in his hand an instru. |day from her forlern, yet dry eyes. d,‘,'“‘?—-""'*d—imsh-rh most rigid and severe roles for the regels
wch affectionsie end almost ﬁ-ﬁhhﬁﬂkuddnwhlply!-md. for them, save those humane and pious af. | ment 10 work out some beautiful work,— There was a silence; and the boy breath. o her youthful dremms. Like early|tion of their time and wudies, and for theil
devotion, as few indeed of Amthhhnmm.hummmum.lua When Sir Walter took in his hand | ed painfully. At last he said: ".""‘”&I,"_‘l“'ﬂ'm&opdhd'ﬁ..m religious exercises. The ardent piety 20
m: as hers, we i e . 3 Ballanche died ’J 1847 -u. m‘?ﬁ?h'::d.ﬁl kmd:t ouF?.'hmm_h - .,"'!“ """i""“"i?;‘:d";i' :E Thh‘-“' connected with b :ﬂlﬂ""

; . . mn June, : prive . tits " o ather?. ; aur was ith certam
creatures, is the sceptre ‘whi you are the Antigone of my de Chateanbriand in July, 1848; and the |seid, smiling, “‘this isa medicine, but Mmﬂlun?fuhmhmm - mﬂhlwyﬁﬂ“@,“m”h' their adberents.
made you fair has placed within.your r is mot Jike but the ele- (gweet women who had been at once the |it will cure all diseases,” Indeed the man. hlhn-mmi-&.a.'(i& | et increased, and it became night. And|as well s in their college stedies, which
'd;ylu_hnnm He, oo, has mmﬁnpuo{ object, and the bond of their (riendship, on | ner in which the brave English Noblemen m—ﬂmm—hh@m": :-‘hl ul'“!ﬂ endless winter night, :m negiected, sitracted the nouce
you the means—first are the features of ypur char-|the 11th of May, 1849. The immediate |and Clergy of the olden tims, went to |which we are Is there a Fa&u-dﬁonm" from the east, | and excited the jeers of the various mew
Woman' naties, which acter. 1 was cnly beginning Antigone | cause of her death was cholers; but affiic- | death, even when it was to appease the fin it, do you think, Clari from dying natue ans 4P im0t aod animal; | bers of the ity, and gained for thew
. » by that you sppeared to me at s, and | tion, ly from the moment she per- | jealousy or wrath of unjust monarchs, is| She lified up her faco—shook .,.,._,_“!"!W basmanity; | the appellation of in allusion
**,i; you s g ore 30 coived the iy done by, ims io he lustrative of the spirit I would recommend. |sorrowfally, and said: it "'“""'-'“'““--.b“a -:_:E—."
829 troe born women, portanic of .-u-,-u’hg.u. Chateaubiand, had  al- | Fortitode, manliness, - choorfolnem, - with 1_11...# , 'mh-ﬂl | who were rigid rysiematizers.— L4




